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Pete felt like a teenager again. 


Sam often brought out that feeling in him. Tonight, they were sneaking out - sneaking out of the hotel the 
band was in for the night to take the Monster Chevelle out for a ride. They'd downed a few five hour energy 
shots, and Pete had a few beers since Sam had insisted on driving (Pete preferred to be under the influence 
when Sam drove anyway. It wasn't a peaceful experience to be in the passenger seat while his older brother 


was behind the wheel, to say the least). 


There were some rules and regulations involving driving the car, especially seeing as it didn't exactly belong to 


either of the Loefflers. Thus the literal sneaking out of the hotel into the parking lot. 


Sam had charmed his way into obtaining the keys for the trailer and for the car from the young female 


Monster representative who was sent out to care for the car. 


They backed the silver beauty out with no issue. Once Pete and Sam locked up the trailer again, they pushed 
the Chevelle as far toward the end of the parking lot as they could before they got in and Sam gunned the 
engine. They peeled out, and Sam headed straight for the Pennsylvania mountains. They weren't too familiar 
with the area, but Pete had GPS on his phone, so they imagined they wouldn't have a problem getting back. For 
now, Sam just went wherever the road took them. 


It was 5:00 AM. They had two hours before wake up call. 


They rolled down the windows and Sam floored it. Trees flew by the windows in a blur. Streetlights got sparse 
as they drove out of the city limits. 


Pete turned on the radio and found a rock station, turning it up. Alice in Chains. 

Both siblings smiled in approval. 

The cool, moist night wind gusted in the car, riffling through their hair, making their faces cold 

They were mostly silent, just absorbing the moment, grasping this time together with both hands and holding 
it against their hearts. They went through a tunnel, the lights casting a lime glow on their skin. The radio 
became choppy a moment until they re-emerged on a long, open road. 

"Lets see how fast this girl goes." 

"Oh, God," Pete gasped, no time to prepare himself as Sam sped up. He watched the speedometer until it hit 80, 
and then got too nervous and looked back out the windshield. There was no other car in sight. Pete scanned 


worriedly for cops, but they might've been the only living souls on the road that morning. 


Soon hills broke out around them, and the road began to twist. Sam went around the turns on two wheels while 


Pete held on for his life. 
‘Christ, Sammy, slow down," he shouted. 


Another car suddenly appeared around a bend, and Sam swerved to avoid it, skidding on the breaks while the 


other person laid on their horn. 


He laughed as they passed it, waving in apology out the window (though it was probably too dark for the other 
driver to see) and Pete clutched at his heart. 


"Sammy, | think I'm gonna be sick..." 


Sam looked over, concerned. 


"Really? Want me to pull over?" 

Pete nodded. 

Conveniently just up the road was a pull-off for sight-seeing. Sam parked the Chevelle and Pete got out, leaning 
over with his hands on his knees and blinking several times, feeling the heave coming on. He opened his mouth. 
Only spit came out. 

Sam appeared at his side, gently rubbing his back. 


‘Sorry, bro," he said gently. 


"Think it was the beer and the five hour energy combo," Pete spoke, queasy. "Your racing Satan didn't help 
much, though." 


Sam chuckled, smiling guiltily. He glanced out over the lookout. They were in a small lot with a fence that 
overlooked a tree-speckled valley. The sun was not yet visible but its light was beginning to rise beyond the 


eastern mountains, casting a warm glow over parts of the valley. 


"IFs really beautiful out here," Sam stated, folding his arms across his chest and leaning against the Chevelle. "l 
don't really wanna go back to the bus." 


"Let's just stay here." 
Sam snorted. 
"Yeah, no one will notice we're gone." 


"They'd be more worried about the Chevelle than us," Pete joked. He stood up straight. "Bad call. | think I'll be 


alright" He turned to look at Sam and noticed an odd look on his face. 

"What?" the younger brother asked. 

"You look so cute right now," Sam said, cracking a smile. "My little Petey, all grown up!" 

Pete rolled his eyes 

"How old are we, Sammy?" 

"No, really, though. The sunrise looks good on ya. Hides all the wrinkles around your eyes." Sam smirked 


Pete made a fake swing at his brother. Sam flinched and held up his arms, then laughed. 


After some silence, Sam smiled again, more to himself. 

"You know, Pete, we could do just about anything right now." 

Pete raised an eyebrow, waiting for him continue. 

"Just the two of us. Far from home. Off some highway in Pennsylvania. Got a stolen car...” 

That had Pete cracking up. 

"Too bad we didn't have a couple of girls, eh?" the younger brother joked. 

Sam snorted. 

"Who needs 'em!" he exclaimed, chuckling. "But just imagine, you know? Making love out here, where there's no 
one, and you got this beautiful view.. this hot car." He nodded at the silver Chevrolet, gleaming in the dawn 
"Man, I'd love to have sex in a Chevelle." 

He raised an eyebrow at Pete. 

"Remember that time |-" 

Pete shook his head. 

"God, Sammy, don't bring that up." 

"-caught you boning that chick in the backseat of Dad's ‘Vette?" 

Pete blushed deeply at the memory. 

"You were poundin' her, man!" 

"Shut up." 

"No fair that you got to have sex in a Chevy! | haven't even done it in a car!" 


"Really?" It was a fact Pete hadn't known about his brother, and hadn't really cared to know, but it surprised 


him nonetheless. 
"Got close once. Remember Emily?" 


"That girl was a tramp." 


"Joe was so bummed about that. He probably still hates me for it, too. But you know chicks always go for the 


older brother!" Sam winked. "Everyone knows | have the looks anyway.” 


Pete wandered over to the fence and leaned against it, admiring the view. A moment later, Sam followed, placing 


his hand on Pete's shoulder. The younger brother looked over, and Sam gave him a big smile. 
"Love ya, bro," he said gently. 

Pete mustered a shy smile. 

"Love ya too, Sammy." 

After a few minutes, Pete was about to regretfully suggest heading back when Sam spoke again 
"You know, there's something else I've never tried." 


Pete would've asked what that was if it weren't for his brother's lips suddenly preventing him from speaking. 
But now he had a feeling he knew what that was, anyway. 


Sam pulled away, trying to read Pete's eyes. Pete only gaped at him, not sure what he was meant to do in that 


situation. 
"Was that okay?" Sam asked. 


"| don't know," Pete stammered, moving away from the fence, furrowing his brow in confusion. Sam reached 
out and firmly took hold of Pete's arm, pulling him close. Pete's eyes widened the size of the moon, but he 
didn't jerk away when Sam's lips closed back over his for a second time. He stood there stiffly, unable to think 
a coherent thought, let alone any thoughts at all. He wished Sam hadn't taken advantage of his lack of sleep, or 
his slight use of alcohol (he imagined by that time it had worn off, but who knew?) because maybe normally 
he'd have figured out what to do. 


Sam seemed encouraged by Pete's lack of response. He pressed his lips harder against Pete's and placed one 
hand on the smaller brother's waist, stringing the other through his soft, thick hair. Still, Pete could not find 


the means to respond. 


His mouth did open when he felt Sam's tongue swiping at his lips. Since his brain wasn't working properly, he 
was unsure whether he did it automatically, or if he had attempted to reject his brother by speaking and had 


only allowed him more control. His eyes fell shut. 


His mind tried too hard to process the fact that his older brother's tongue was currently in his mouth. No 
thought was given to whether or not he approved of it being there. When he processed it finally, the only 
reaction he managed to have was his body sending hormones down south in a rather heavy wave. At this, he 


finally jerked away. 


He looked like a deer in headlights. Sam's face looked so foreign and unusual to him just then that Pete 
wondered who he had just been kissing. It did bother him that it was a man, and that it was not Renate. 


"Are you okay?" 
hee 


‘lm sorry. | know it's wrong. | don't know why | did it. Why | chose today to do it, over any other day. But, God, 


could you tell me if you minded it or not?" Sam asked nervously, 

Pete shook his head slowly. 

"God, Sammy, l'm just so.. surprised." 

"Pete, let's just get back in the car, okay?" The taller one sounded upset. As he should be, Pete thought 


The singer didn't shrink away when his older brother placed a hand on him to guide him back to the car. Sam 
made the odd gesture of opening and closing the car door for Pete. Maybe he thought Pete still felt nauseous. 


Pete wasn't sure how he felt. 

He stared blankly over the dashboard at the rising sun, and felt the car sway as his brother climbed into the 
driver's seat. Sam placed his hand on the key but didn't switch on the ignition He stared over at Pete, and Pete 
felt his stare but didn't return it. 


The older brother took a deep breath. 


"Pete, I'm sorry, but you know how once I've started something, | can't stop it, and fuck if you're not 


addicting!" 

Pete didn't have a chance to respond, and once again his mind was too slow to realize anything other than that 
Sam's lips were back on him. This time they made it to his cheek, but a hand tilted Pete's head in so their lips 
were back together. 

"God," Sam gasped between kisses. "Just don't ever wanna stop kissing you." 


‘Then why do you keep talking?" was all Pete could think. 


He found himself on autopilot, kissing back. Because Pete liked to kiss, and plus, he still didn't fully understand 
the implications of his brother being the one kissing him. That was now at the back of his head, and at the 
front of his head was nothing, except how incredibly loved he was feeling right now. 


Though he was tired, he didn't want it to end. His older brother's lips were new and unpredictable. Sam could 
kiss him to sleep. He could kiss him to oblivion 


He opened his mouth and gently explored Sam's with his tongue. He almost withdrew in shock when Sam's 
tongue swiped against his. 


Trying not to break the kiss, but not succeeding, Sam climbed over the stick shift and into the cramped space 
between the dashboard and Pete's lap. His hand found the slider on the side of the seat, and they shoved back, 
allowing more room. Sam adjusted the back of the seat so that Pete was nearly lying down, and Sam straddled 


him, once more continuing their explorative kisses. 
This position changed things. Everything became overwhelmingly sexual. Sam's scent.. Pete swore he could smell 
his brother's sexual musk, a scent he wasn't especially familiar with. Neither man had showered for a good 48 


hours, so there was also the underlying grime about their skin, adding to the intensity of the sexuality. 


It was drily warm inside the Chevelle to the point where Pete was feeling the urge to take off his shirt. He 
doubted he had enough room to move about and do so, though. Instead, he began to sweat, while Sam's fingers 
began to explore. 

Things were pretty quiet except for Sam's gasping breaths between their kisses. These noises were so 
different to Pete, but as addictive as sugar. It was weird, hearing Samuel in a sexual frenzy at first, but 
Pete's empty mind got over it quickly, and now he was just hearing the noises of another guy who was 


extremely turned on and ready to get physical.. and Pete had no problem with that whatsoever. 


In fact, it was making him have the dying urge to peel all of his clothes off, and do the same to the man 


above him. 
Clothes," Pete mumbled into Sam's cheek, as the man was currently ravishing his neck."Take ‘em off..." 


Sam didn't need asked twice. He backed away, slightly knocking his head on the car roof, and stripped off his 
shirt, before leaning back down. Pete stopped him though, forcing him back. 


"All of ‘em. All your clothes. Take them off. Let me take off mine." 


Sam stared at him in surprise for only a short moment, before his hands quickly went to his belt buckle, 
unfastening it, and then unzipping his pants. 


Pete wiggled beneath him, managing to pull off his shirt and unzip his pants. 


Apparently Sam didn't want to alter their closeness, and instead of moving to take off his pants, he opted for 
pulling his dick out. 


He was rock hard. Pete's eyes skittered over the veins on his brother's cock, afraid to look too long, and 


nervously met Samuel's eyes. Sam glanced at him only briefly, before looking down to take Pete's throbbing 
erection from his pants. Sam roughly scooted his hips, and then pressed down, placing both his and Pete's 
cocks in one hand. 

Pete let out a long, plaintive moan, throwing his head back and circling his hips desperately. Another hard dick 
rubbing against his was a weird but nice sensation Pete had occasionally wondered about what that would feel 


like. Was Sam feeling the same gentle pleasure Pete was? 


Pete glanced up into Sam's eyes, which had squeezed shut, and his mouth had fallen open as he gently thrust 
his hips. 


Momentarily hypnotized by the image, Pete caught himself staring when Sam's hand around them tightened 
and the older man's thrusts became more forceful. Pete allowed his eyes to fall shut sleepily, and slowly 
worked his hips against his brother's. 

Sam's lips touched his again, and the hand on their cocks sped up. Pete liked this angle even more. The younger 
brother kissed Sam for a moment, but then yanked Sam down by the hair, pulling him into his neck. Sam began 
kissing and biting the skin there instead, while Pete gasped for air, staring widely at the roof of the Chevelle. 
"Oh," Sam gasped into his skin, "Pete.. are you about to cum yet?" 

"No," Pete replied, squeezing his eyes shut so he could focus on breathing and trying to intensify the feeling. 
“Shit... hurry up, l'm gonna die here if you don't..." 

‘lm trying," Pete murmured, lifting his hips as high as he could, making his thrusts harder. 

Sam let out a heavy moan and pulled his hand away. He sat up slightly and went to work on his own cock, 
stroking as fast as he could Pete moved his hand to his own dick and tried to catch up, trying to hit all the 
places he loved the most. 

Sam's body jerked forward as his orgasm hit, and he worked it off, his breathing ragged when it was over. 
Pete still kept at it, hand moving at light speed, trying not to think too much about the fact that his brother's 
sperm was in his naval. His own sperm soon joined that, though, if that made it any better. He didn't think so, 
as his body quivered when he came. 

His eyes opened just as Sam looked down at him with a smile. He leaned down and gave him a sweet kiss. 


"Dear God, Pete," he said, shaking his head slowly, "I'll never know why we haven't done this before in the past." 


Pete must've given him a weird look. Sam suddenly looked uncomfortable. 


"Well, uh, | guess we should start heading back." 


Sam glanced around the car, presumably to find something to clean off with. His eyes settled on Dean's hoodie 
in the backseat. Their brother-in-law would have their necks. 


Still, he reached in the pocket in vain.. and produced a single tissue that appeared unused. Thank God for Dean! 
He wiped off his hand, and then dabbed at Pete's stomach, smiling awkwardly. 


"Thanks," Pete said softly, still out of breath. 


Sam tossed the dirtied tissue out the window and then, on shaky legs, climbed back to the driver's seat and 
sat down heavily. 


He found his shirt and pulled it back over his head, then went to hand Pete his shirt. He noticed his younger 
brother had curled up in the seat and drifted off to sleep. Sam folded up the shirt and put it next to him, and 
gently rubbed Pete's bare arm. 


He turned on the Chevelle and carefully took Pete's phone from the smaller man's back pocket. He typed the 
hotel address into the GPS app and then pulled out back onto the street, heading back the way they came. 


Sam turned the volume down on the radio and smiled the whole drive back, occasionally glancing at his 


brother's sleeping form in the passenger seat. 
They arrived at the hotel at 6:30. 


Sam saw some of the crew outside already, most of who jumped and pointed when they saw the Chevelle pull 
into the parking lot. 


"Pete.. shit! Pete, wake up! Put your shirt onl" Sam said, shaking his brother awake. 
In a hurried daze, Pete sat up, adjusting the seat, and threw his shirt over his head. 
"Fuck, we're gonna be in so much trouble," he said worriedly. 


"IFs all good, bro. | got this," Sam said as he slowed the car to where they were opening the trailer for him to 


drive it back in. 
"The hell did you guys go?" their manager asked, more amused than anything. 
"We went for a drive in the mountains," Sam replied with a big smile. "It was beautiful, man, you shoulda seen!" 


"Lobby call is in an hour, boys. Make sure you guys are ready to go. And showered. Please shower." 


Sam ran a hand through his greasy hair. 
"Sure thing.” 


"lm going to have to deal with the Monster folks. At least the Chevelle is still in one piece. Pete," he looked at 
the younger brother, "you know you shouldn't let your brother drive this thing.’ 


"He almost killed me several times," Pete offered 


They pulled into the trailer, and the brothers got out and headed back to their room in the hotel, right as 


their manager and the Monster chick got into a shouting match. 

When they were in the elevator by themselves, Pete looked up at Sam. 
"What exactly did we just do?" he asked carefully. 

Sam smiled. 

"You know, l'm not exactly sure.. but we should do it more." 

"Maybe minus the part where you almost killed us," Pete suggested. 


Sam smirked and punched him in the arm. Pete made to punch him back, but the older brother took off 


running down the hall when the elevator doors opened. 
‘lm comin’ for yal" Pete yelled. 
"You mean like you did an hour ago?" Sam called back. 


Pete allowed this to register, shook his head and took off after him. 


